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Summary: Dean's all alone and he's drunk with his 
thoughts . 


Worthless 

**_A/N: Warning: suicidal themes and alcohol abuse. Please read and 
review. I have been having a lot of brain farts with stories lately, 
and soemhow, this little one shot came to me tonight. I'm hoping you 
all enjoy it, I may or may not make it longer, depending on the 
alerts this gets. So don't disappoint me! Leave 
reviews ! _* * 

_Worthless. You're worthless to me. You always have been. You are a 
disgrace to the Winchester name. I am terribly ashamed to even share 
the same blood as you. You're a lousy hunter. And you always act 
first and think about your poor actions later. I'm surprised you're 
way of life hasn't gotten you killed yet. Don't bother trying to 
contact me again. You're efforts will be worthless. Just as you are 
to me . _ 

Dean couldn't stop the bad train of memories that arose in his mind 
this night. He couldn't pinpoint what had even triggered them 
tonight. Maybe it had been the bottles of Jack Daniels he had been 
drinking for the last few hours that night. Maybe it was that last 
fight that he and Castiel had had. Maybe it was seeing how happy Sam 
was without him. Maybe it was all those petty fights he and Sam have 

been having over the last few weeks. 

He looked around the filthy motel room that he and Sam had been 

standing in just a few hours previous. They had been arguing on and 

off for days now. Some weren't too bad, others turned into fist 
fights between the brothers. 

He didn't understand why their fights always led off to one or the 
other walking away. And he hated it. He hated fighting with the only 



family he had left. It's been years since John had passed. Yeah, 
sure, Bobby was still around. But he was no therapist or role model 
either. Dean had known for years that Bobby had always admired Sammy 
more than him. Hell, everyone seemed to admire Sammy more. And Dean 
could never understand why. Sammy's the one with Demon blood. Sammy 
is the reason Mary is dead. He's the reason Jess died as well. 

Dean chuckled disgustingly under his breath as he pressed the cold 
bottle to his warm lips. _It ' s all Sammy's fault. Everything. I could 
have had a normal life if it wasn't for him._ 

Dean threw the empty bottle against the mustard yellow coloured walls 
and huffed as it shattered into broken pieces all over the brown 
carpet. He turned to look at the window and smiled as he saw that it 
had the blinds covering it. _Good. _He wrapped a hand around the .44 

that was sitting in its holster on his hip and took it out. He 

stroked it gently as he sat on the bed that he had laid in the 

previous night. _Nobody would even know._ He stared intently at the 

gun, vision blurry from the alcohol he had consumed. He sighed deeply 
as he put the gun to his head, silently praying to himself to just 
pull the damn trigger. A creak off to his side made him jump, and his 
finger suddenly pressing down against the trigger, sending the bullet 
straight into his skull. 


End 
f lie . 



